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"Our Midsummer Day Fair, partner, be making this Nation
ring and ting, so I hears/5 said Abel Twig.
"So it be, brother, so it be," said the other. "For me wone part,
IVe never been one for they roundabouts and they May-pole
junketings and they Aunt Sally throws and they spotted men and
pink-headed women. I were born over-modest, the Head-Doctor
at hospital told Nurse Robinson, which were a way of saying
that me stummick be easy turned. Thik Head-Doctor be all for
they spick and span inventions, 'sknow, and I do seem to be an
old-fangled man what were better in grave."
"Don't *ee say such words, brother Bart," protested Mr. Twig
hurriedly, "don't ?ee say 'em! Ye'll be stretching thee's legs in
me woodshed, this pretty Spring-time, come seven years away,
when Head-Doctor be turned to midden-dust."
"But 'tisn't only of cock-shys and merry-go-rounds and fat men
and cannibals that Mayor Geard be thinking!" went on the other;
"Thik young John Crow, what he brought over from France, be
teaching all the lads and gals of our town to act in a Play what'll
show God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost,
walking and talking like common men! Tis bloody Blasphemy
most folk says. Others say 'tis True Religion brought back to
earth! I do shiver and shake sometimes o' nights in hospital, Aby,
when I do think of what be in the air, and what be in the future,
for this wold town, and for me'and thee's wold bones."
"Ye've allus been a nervous man of your heart, Bart," said
Abel Twig consolingly, laying his scrawny fist upon the neat
Sunday trousers of his friend, from which emanated the extremely
musty smell of a ready-made man's counter, of the days of Mr.
Wollop's father, "but there be nothing in tbi'V Midsummer Fair
to worry we."
Number Two shook his head. He assumed the haughty and
melancholy air of a famous pathological case, about whose bed's
head the greatest doctors in Europe had disputed for years in
vain.
"I be afeared of what the future will bring to our wold town,
Ahy," he said. "There do come to I, of nights, the shaky-shivers,
as ye might say, when, as I lies awake in thik girt white ward,
where thro' they cold windies be blowin' every draught of